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This work is dedicated to all those who had no company to share the single 
moldy piece of bread they ate on a dark, cold, and lonely Christmas Eve night. 
It is also dedicated to those who had no choice but to work in an unforgiving, 
savage, friendless, and giftless holiday season. And to the lost kids watching 
the New Year's fireworks from the skate park's plateau, abandoning worried 
parentals and family for the peaty, summery warmth of a cult-like fraternity. 


"The Anti-Christmas" is a gift, hommage, and praise to the beautifully grimy 
reality lurking outside the veil, in a bitonal world often perceived as monotone 
by those who'd rather deny, keep away, and grow accustomed to the soft and 
soothing ways of ignorance. 


My photography aims to give stage, capture and keep, beauty as I see it, ina 
world of which a palpable duality reigns as a constant clash of perceived goods 
and evils, where the only accordance lays outside battlegrounds, in the outlooker's 
certainty that all is human—and humanity is both love and violence. 


I love this world, I love life, I love Christmas and I love my mom; I love stray 
dogs and I love children's literature and I love my cat and I love smelling good 
after a shower; I love flowers and singing songs and tall buildings and I love it 
when I find rotting bones on the street at night. 
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+ BLACK ON WHITE + 


COAL VEIN SHINE LIKE A DIAMOND 


aerodinamically curved like the finest Gien teapot 
air currents waft over their goose-neck bodies 

as they fly, blind-eyed, fingers crossed 

wishing one day to become the stench emanating 
from a fetid and cursed stretch of asphalt 

in the corner of this and that street 


flowers will be placed in off-white vases leaning 
against a lamppost as gravestone tributes 


commemorative and pantomiumic as the skeletal 
pine trees and stars adorning this post-mortem, a 
pocalyptical downtown 
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thank god 
it's december 


,.now the garbage 
trucks are fabulous 


...but nobody takes 
out the trash... 


.. you gotta be careful 
not to trip on the homeless... 


...but at least the doggies 
have fresh water at night 


'tis our celebration, 

as victors, 

blissfully ignorant 

of the red-stained earth 
under our feet 


Amen. 
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it's over, 


thanks for read 
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and that’ 


ing my zine 
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bye bye 


pas ‘but’ also, I'd like to give a 

a iat “special thanks to everyone 

3) , “who? s helped me realize this 
“2 project, specially Korrpse 

+e dant land The Monk: without 

8 .themt a lot wouldn't be pos- 
—“." “gible: Also, thanks Trevor 

=: it.¢.:Wisecup, you're my biggest 

‘ on A “inspiration 1 in this thing of 

ee: - ure photographing life. 
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photo amd edit by IN Bonny 


by A. Bonny with an excerpt 


Yoo's Hollew Saffron Gutter, 


"The Wedding" 


he milk but then 1 offered hey why not kt 
he soot this way you'd be stuck to him f 
ever you would be as much of a presenc 
n his character than the capitalist red o 
fhe american white but she looked me i1 
the eyes and said i don't think 1 value my 
self that high 1 don't deserve to be so pre 
ont 1t seems rather egotistical you see co 
ies give my existence just the right amo 
it of time for staying in his presence mo: 
alas iam as only 1 can be in the end he d 
erves better than someone like me the s 
t is better than someone like me althou; 
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